CHAPTER     XXIV

AGAIN the unbolting and the drawing of heavy curtains, and because
G.B.S. was dining, I waited in the drawing-room. I never liked this room.
Though it had good pieces of furniture, books, sculpture, paintings,
it had no character. The chairs all faced the fireplace, close together as
if for a lecture by their host. I knew that this was the room for visitors,
and the only occasion it was used was when visitors came. Though there
was a tall writing-desk, he never used it except to be photographed
writing, and it did not seem as though the books were much handled
by him. He came in apologizing for making me wait in this room.
"I have never felt at home in this room," he said, "though there are
things here that I like very much. This Balzac head by Rodin has always
fascinated me and theTroubetskoy of me in that full length is quite good,
but he has made me look a prince like himself, a tailor's model. And I
am not a tailor's paragon, because I button up generally all the three
buttons, when I should do up only the centre button of my jacket. And
besides I never have any lining or superfluous pockets. It is of no use."

He saw my eye wandering upwards in the direction of Charlotte's
portrait by Sartorius.

' "That's a good painting, done of Charlotte before I knew her;
when she permitted herself, almost against her will to be done by the
person she thought the greatest painter of the day. It's her green eyes
that were so beautiful, even in Ireland I have never seen such eyes. She
loathed being photographed even by myself and those that I have were
done by stealth. I have never known a person who so hated the lime-

It was obvious that she thought highly of Sartorius because there
are quite a number of landscapes by him in the house, pale, misty effects.
"My legs are giving me a lot of trouble," he said. "I tripped over the
steps to-day. I don't want you to make matters worse by giving me a
thousand explanations. It is a fact and that is all there is to it."
"Turgenev asserted that when his sufferings were unendurable he
analysed his sensations and his agony departed for a period. He insisted
one should always do this even to make happiness endurable."
"I've been thinking," he said, "that the only moments of happiness
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